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Community Groups that offer Meals 


1. Bissell Centre 

10527-96 Street - 423-2285 

Monday to Friday — 9:30 a.m. 

— sandwiches 

Friday — 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches 

3. Inner City Pastoral Ministry 

at The Bissell Centre - 424-7652 

Snacks after Sunday Service 

- 12:00 to 1:00 

4. Christ Church 

12116-102 Avenue — 488-1118 

Every 3rd Saturday — 5:00 p.m. meal 

5. Herb Jamieson Centre 

10014 -105A Avenue — 429-3470 

For men not on assistance 

Monday to Friday 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. breakfast 

12:00 — 12:45 p.m. - lunch 

5:00 to 5:45 p.m. — supper 

Weekends 11:00 — 11:45 a.m. - breakfast 
4:00 — 4:45 p.m. — supper 

6. Hope Mission - 422-2018 

Daily 7:00 to 7:45 - breakfast 

Noon - lunch 

5:00 to 6:45 - supper 


So i House of Refuge Mission 
_ 10339-95 Street 
i ey 8 p.m. — meal 


8. Marian Centre 
10536-98 Street - 424-3544 
Daily except Wednesdays 
12:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 
Closed from the 27th of each month to the 1st 
8. The Mustard Seed 
10635-96 Street — 426-5600 
Monday to Friday — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. supper 
Saturday —- 5 p.m. — supper 
Zero tolerance of alcohol 
10. Operation Friendship 
9526-106 Avenue — 429-2626 
Monday to Friday — 9:00 a.m. — breakfast 
Monday to Sunday — 12 noon — lunch 

5:00 p.m. — supper 
For seniors over 55 only 
11. Red Road Healing Centre - 471-3220 
Friday - 12:00 to 1:00 p.m. - soup and bannock 

2. Salvation Army 

9620-101 Avenue- 429-4222 
Fridays — 7:30 a.m. to 8:00 a.m. — breakfast 
13. St Peter’s Evangelical Lutheran Church 
9606-110 Avenue — 426-1122 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, 7:00 
a.mBreakfast 


14. St. Faith’s Anglican Church - 

parish hall 

11725-93 Street — 477-5931 

Thursday — 12:00 noon - soup 

Saturday — 8:30 a.m. to 10:00 a.m. —breakfast 
3rd Friday of the month — 7:00 p.m. — supper 
15. Emmaus Church 

5015- 144 Avenue — 275-1647 

Monday — 4:45 to 6:00 p.m. — meal 

16. Women’s Emergency Accommodation 
Centre 

9611-101A Avenue — 423-5302 

Meals for women staying at the shelter. 

If not, bag lunch is given 

17. Edmonton Orthodox Reformed Church 
1161- 95 A Street — 479-1860 

Thursdays, 6:25 p.m. soup 

18. Robertson Wesley United Church 
10209-123 Street 482-1587 

Second Saturday of each month 

January to November, 5:00 p.m. meal 

19. Jasper Place Health and Wellness Centre 
15210 — Stoney Plain Road ~ 481-4001 
Mondays — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. — meal 

20. One Accord Bible Fellowship Church 
10802 — 93 Street — 425-6310 

Saturdays, 10:00 to 1:00 p.m. meals 
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Allan Sheppard is a freelance writer and editor, 
and a volunteer writer for Edmonton Street News. 
As a pensioner, he finds himself from time to time 
on the edge of poverty and homelessness. As a 
self-appointed community elder, he thinks and wor- 
ries about the needs of children, youth, parents 
and others who face lives of poverty and inade- 
quate education in the midst of unprecedented 
wealth. 


Step right up, folks! Here's your chance to 
play the old NIMBY game. 

‘Round, and around, and around they go, and 
where they stop, nobody knows! 

(But they have to stop somewhere; just as 
long as it's somewhere else.) 


Vendors poy 50 cents per paper 


a fp Place your bets, folks. 
; Choose your negative influence and put your 
i money down. 
You can't win, if you don't play. You only lose, 
if they choose to stay. 
The Wheel of Misfortune can make you a win- 
ner, too. 
(And if it makes someone else a loser, well 
that's their problem, isn't it?) 


Play the NIMBY game! 

Funny, the notions that can turn up ina 
simple, feel-good story about a new farmers' 
market on 118 Avenue. Take this example 
from the tail end of a story, headlined Eating 
at home in the June 1, 2009 edition of 
Edmonton’s Metro newspaper: 

“The market will make 118 Avenue a des- 
tination point," she said.“People come down to 
the Ave and see a definite change. A lot of 
negative influences are moving on,' she said. 
‘It’s not a hope anymore, it’s becoming reali- 
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* Edmonton Street News is an 
independent publication pro- 
uced by volunteers and sold 
_ by vendors on the street. 
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The “she” referred to in the piece has a 
name, but I won't mention it here. I don't 
want to pick on an individual; it's an idea 
that I want to challenge. That idea is held, 
and generously expressed in the same or 
slightly different words, by many civic, com- 
munity, and business leaders in Edmonton 
(and probably, to be fair, in every other major 
city in North America). 

If only we can make the negative influ- 
ences move on, they say at the beginning of 
noble quests to clear their streets of undesir- 
ables, our neighbourhood would be a better 
place and we will all be happy. 

And sooner or later, after the undesir- 
ables have moved on—or seem to have moved 
on—they say, more or less, ‘See, we've suc- 
ceeded. The negative influences have moved 
on. Now this neighbourhood is a wonderful 
place to live, and work, and visit, and do 
business.’ 

Well, maybe. Or maybe not. 

The “negative influences” that are the tar- 
gets of neighbourhood improvement efforts 
(most of them designated Business 
Revitalization Zones in Alberta), such as the 
one currently under way on 118 Avenue 
(a.k.a. Alberta Avenue), are as many and var- 
ied as they are predictable: prostitutes, 
pimps, and johns; drug dealers and users; 
graffiti “artists” and taggers; panhandlers and 
buskers; dumpster-divers and bottle collec- 
tors; cart pushers and garbage-bag carriers; 
shoplifters and petty criminals; gang mem- 
bers and wannabes; truants and street 
toughs; drunkards and dopers passed out in 
doorways or well on the way to passing out 
(or worse): the kinds of people who cause 
ordinary folk to cross the street when they 
see them, to avoid going onto the streets 
except when they have no choice, or to stay 
away from a neighbourhood entirely. 

That ordinary folk should want to clear 
their neighbourhoods of such undesirables is 
understandable. In fact, it's laudable. It's one 
of the many good things that community and 
community-building can and should do, or 
try to do. It's not the goal that I object to; it's 
the strategy and the process. 

There are 12 Business Revitalization 
Zones in Edmonton. Each of them exists pri- 
marily or substantially to clear streets and 
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alleys of undesirables or, more politically cor- 
rectly, “negative influences,” to make their 
neighbourhoods safe for business and com- 
munity life. What they all want is to get rid of 
the undesirables in their neighbourhoods. 
What they all try to do is persuade or force 
their undesirables to move on?where to, is 
not the issue; as long as they are not in our 
neighbourhood, our back yard, all's well that 
ends well. The fact that they might simply 
move down the avenue or across the city to 
some other area, becomes that neighbour- 
hood's problem, not ours. 

One would hope the leaders and organiz- 
ers of such initiatives might realize they are 
playing a game in which their can be no win- 
ners, only bigger and smaller losers who 
trade places from time to time in a never- 
ending dance. 

Edmonton’s Business Revitalization 
Zones, with perhaps a few other informal 
community groups, are playing a kind of 
musical chairs, with neighbourhoods taking 
the place of chairs. Politics, the economy, 
social fashion, and other factors dictate the 
kind of music and determine which commu- 
nity, at any given time, won't find a refuge. 

Surely the people who lead these efforts 
realize, in their heads if not in their hearts, 
that the NIMBY game is a mug's game. Not- 
in-my-back-yard can only mean one thing: 
in-somebody-else's-back-yard. And surely 
they must realize that none of them can 
count on finding a safe refuge for very long. If 
they find one at all: Old Strathcona, 118 
Avenue, Beverly, 124 Street, and Stony Plain 
Road (Jasper Place) have been playing the 
game for many years. They are still playing 
as hard as, or harder than, ever. We can take 
it as given that they will be playing tomorrow, 
and tomorrow, and tomorrow until... 

Unless... 

There is only one way these communities 
will ever have any hope of successfully con- 
fronting and eventually solving (or at least 
minimizing) what any reasonable, thoughtful, 
caring person must admit are serious prob- 
lems in many neighbourhoods in our city: the 
communities affected must stop working sep- 
arately to solve their own problems by off- 
loading those problems onto other communi- 
ties. They must stop: trying to get the social 
challenges we all share as a city, a province, 
and a country to move in a never-ending 
cycle from one neighbourhood to another and 
back again. They must get together in a sin- 
gle, coherent, focused group to challenge 
themselves; their residents; their neighbours; 
their municipal, provincial, federal govern- 
ments, to tackle the social failures that are 
the source of many (though possibly not all) 
of the negative influences that plague us 
directly or indirectly, some more urgently and 
unfortunately than others. 

That won't be easy. Poverty, homeless- 
ness, and other symptoms and products of 
social injustice and inequality are never easy 
to deal with. Many - too many - among us do 
not believe such injustice and inequality 
exist, or if they do acknowledge them, they 
insist they are the fault of the victims, the 
result of personal failures, rather than con- 
cede that they are, at least to a significant 
extent, the result of social breakdowns. 
Many -too many - of our politicians and other 
leaders agree with them. And many?too 
many?among those who do not agree worry 
(or despair) over the money and time it will 
take even to make a small beginning on so 
massive a job. 

There is no easy answer. There are no 
quick and simple solutions. The challenges 
will be hard; the necessary decisions to act 
even harder. 

It's a lousy job. But somebody has to do 
it. Sooner or later, somebody?we: there is no 
one else?will have to do it. 

The NIMBY game must end. 

Now. 


Notice of Private Agreement 
This is to give notice to all men and women 
that a private agreement has been entered 
into between Ken and Karen Pederson of 
Barrhead AB nd Jeannie Papadopoulos of 
Edmonton Alberta. Any disputes to 

this agreement must be received before 
July 22, 2009. Full text of agreement 
maybe viewed at http:/ /www.allcreators- 
gifts.blogspot.com or by contacting 
780-457-7109 






















HIV Edmorion: Pride Parade 





Thousands of Edmontonians came out on June 14 to watch the city’s Pride Parade. The 
parade, which included colourful floats and performers, aimed at celebration of gay, lesbian 
and transgendered individuals. Photos Paula Kirman 





Provincial government indifference 
threatens thousands of renters 


Despite the mainstream media's fascina- 
tion with stories about increased vacancy 
rates and a “tenants' market” in Edmonton, 
the fact is tens of thousands of people with 
little money are at best trapped in insecure 
and inadequate housing that eats up far too 
much of their meagre incomes or are surviv- 
ing in one form or another of homelessness. 

Recent actions by a penny-pinching gov- 
ernment that cares more about taking care 
of big oil companies than struggling human 
beings are making things even worse. 

On April 1 the Homeless and Eviction 
Prevention Fund (HEP) ceased to exist after a 
strange two years of life. This fund could be 
accessed by people to help with rent, rent 
arrears, and security deposits by people who 
were caught by the reality of a city where 
average one-bedroom apartments rent for 
over $800 a month (with increases of first 
one per cent, then nine per cent in the past 
two years), vacancy rates for the least expen- 
sive places have remained nearly zero for 
years, welfare rates (until recently) provided 
just over $300 a month for a single person to 
live on and one quarter of working people are 
earning less than $12 an hour ($1,900 per 
month for a full time job). 

During its brief life HEP helped thou- 
sands of renters avoid losing their homes. 

Two other government programs that can 
assist renters are continuing. The Rent 


Supplement Program can go to people to 
help them meet rent increases. In Edmonton 
this program is operated by the Capital 
Region Housing Corporation, but those 
assisted do not need to live in CRHC units. 
The problem with this program is that the 
waiting time to have a chance to get a sup- 
plement is about two years. If a renter has 
just been given notice of a 30-per cent rent 
increase to begin in a couple of months this 
is not going to help. They will be on the 
street long before they hear if their applica- 
tion for a supplement has been approved. 
The total amount available to a person as a 
supplement, even if they finally do manage to 
get one, is still often not adequate to cover 
the gap between income and rent. 

(For those who own their homes and are 
not familiar with the many dangers renters 
face, one thing to know is that Alberta has 
peculiar legislation that only allows a proper- 
ty owner to increase rent once a year, BUT 
doesn't limit how large the increase can be at 
that time.) 

People receiving income support (welfare) 
from the province through Alberta Works can 
get extra help with such things as utility bill 
arrears and damage deposits. But this pro- 
gram will not help with rent itself and is lim- 
ited to not more than $350 in a three-year 
period for a single person. This help is only 


Continued on page 4 





The qard annual Stolen Sisters ayaceticad 
Walk took place on June 13. As described on 
the event's Facebook group page, the Stolen 
Sisters Awareness Walk was created in May 
2007 by a grassroots volunteer group of con- 
cerned citizens to raise national awareness to 
the disproportionate number of missing and 
murdered Metis, Inuit, Non Status, and First 
Nations women. Aboriginal women account 
for less than 3 per cent of of our population. 
Alarmingly, in the last 25 years well over 500 
of of these women have vanished or have 
been murdered. Photos Paula Krimon 





A Burning Ceremony was held outside the 
Bissell Centre for people to burn up past 
memories of traumatic experiences like hav- 
ing attended residential schools. Photo Pedro 
Shultz 
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Provincial government indifference threatens thousands of renters 


Continued from page 3 

available for those who are getting govern- 
ment assistance, so it is of no help to all 
those who are making it on their own work- 
ing at low paying jobs. 

In the 2008/2009 budget year the 
province spent $150 million on the HEP and 
Rent Supplement programs-so there was a 
lot of need and the number of those becom- 
ing fully homeless would have been much 
larger, if not for this money. In the current 
year, with HEP gone, there remains only $90 
million for rent supplements. This is a 40 per 
cent cut from last year, at a time when there 
are growing numbers of Edmontonians in 
financial trouble, shown for example by the 
rising number of unemployed. In many fami- 
lies, the only way homelessness was being 
avoided was that there were several people in 
the same household bringing in an income, 
but this is now being eroded. We have 
already heard that welfare caseloads are up 
40 per cent from a year ago and, as more 
people reach the end of EI without finding 
new jobs, this may well worsen. 

Cancelling HEP at this time is dangerous 
and heartless. But HEP was not a great idea 
either. It was introduced because the govern- 
ment had a task force that spent nearly a 
year studying housing security problems in 
Alberta and in its report suggested the need 
for some sort of regulation of rent increases. 
But the Government of Alberta has an ideo- 
logical opposition to rent “controls” as inter- 
ference in the free market, so even thought- 
ful suggestions about regulation of increases 
that could have been done in ways still very 
fair to property owners and their profit mar- 
gins were rejected. However the ugly realities 
of Alberta at the time were reported even in 
the cautious mainstream media as old wid- 
ows and young moms with toddlers were 
shown outside buildings where they could no 
longer afford the rent. Something needed to 


Eating Locally Thinking 
Globally 


On June 23, 2009 approximately 300 
people gathered at City Hall for a discussion 
on food security and the growing concern 
about urban development disrupting further 
access to locally grown foods. 


The rally was put on by Greater Edmonton 


Alliance (GEA). GEA is building a network 

of organizational members and individual 
supporters to create the collective 

capacity to make the Greater Edmonton 
Region “more just, equitable and sustainable 
for all citizens.” The meeting was a follow-up 
meeting from one in November where over 
500 people filled City Hall to present to coun- 
cil the reality that 90% of food in Edmonton 
is not sustainable and bring to light the 
detrimental affect that urbanization has on 
agriculture and the overall ability to provide 
food security to people in the Edmonton 
Region. It was asked of the councilors and 
the mayor that, “the city hold off on rezoning 
agricultural lands until a full and compre- 
hensive food security study was completed 
detailing how much land would be required 
to feed nearly two million people in 2040.” 

Unsatisfied with the councilors’ response 
and mayor’s plans for further development in 
the region, GEA presented their growing con- 
cerns surrounding the situation of urbaniza- 
tion in Edmonton. As one speaker coined it, 
“Most smart cities build upward and 
Edmonton’s sprawling way of building is 
detrimental to food security.” 

Speakers focused on a plethora of sub- 
jects within the overall concern of food secu- 
rity, ranging from: shifting spending in the 
city, quality of life, the importance of shop- 
ping at local farmers’ markets, and number 
crunching to both the losses and gains when 
the city chooses to pave over farm lands. 

“We need to provide leadership on this 
issue and put our money where our mouths 
are,” said the first speaker of a panel of nine. 

For more information or to be further 
involved with this issue and GEA visit 
http: / /www.greateredmontonalliance.com 


By Brittney White 
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be done and the beauty of HEP was that 
property owners could be allowed to continue 
their scandalous squeezing of tenants and 
making lots of money without so many hav- 
ing to become homeless, because the govern- 
ment basically gave the property owners the 
difference between what they wanted to 
charge and what the tenant could afford. So, 
a lot of taxpayer money was poured out to 
the benefit of no one but property owners, 
money that could have been saved if regula- 
tions were brought in to limit what sort of 
rental increases were permitted. 

After watching all that money move from 
the government treasury to property owners’ 
bank accounts, the province decided to 
smarten up. In defending the end of HEP 
they suggest the absence of HEP will “force” 
property owners to be more modest in the 
rent increases they demand. They are using 
the poorest people in the province as the tool 
to do this, because they don't have the guts 
to bring in regulations. If property owners do 
back off, people might survive. But if they 
don't, knowing there is almost certainly 
someone with enough money to pay a higher 
rent for every tenant they lose who is unable 
to do so, the losers will be those poor ten- 
ants, no one else. With their children, they 
will be on the move to even more dangerous, 
more unhealthy, more insecure, more crowd- 
ed places than the ones they are being evict- 
ed from. 

The likelihood of thousands more 
Albertans living in poverty becoming home- 
less or being forced to live in housing situa- 


tions dangerous to health and safety has 
grown. 

The Alberta government has made a lot of 
noise about its interest in ending homeless- 
ness with its ten-year plan. But no matter 
what claims are made to have a caring plan, 
the cancellation of HEP is evidence this is 
nothing but talk. The cost of trying to save a 
little by these drastic cuts will be an increase 
in the ranks of those becoming homeless in 
Alberta. It will increase the danger of families 
with children being pulled into the child wel- 
fare system. More people will be squeezed 
into smaller ghettos of poor housing compet- 
ing for limited units and living in unsafe sit- 
uations. 

The “housing first” approach touted so 
loudly and proudly makes no sense if more 
and more new people are becoming homeless 
at the same time as others who have been 
homeless are being “rescued”. This is not a 
way to end homelessness-it is a way to have 
a continually changing population of home- 
less people. It is not fair to try to force prop- 
erty owners to stop raising rents by using 
poor renters as the attempted lever for doing 
so. 

Alberta continues to use a cut-and-paste 
approach to housing, instead of having a 
well-designed plan that will result in appro- 
priate homes for all. The elimination of the 
HEP Fund and $60 million of funding that 
helped poor renters is one more proof of this. 


By Jim Gurnett 
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Who's game for a free dip in the pool? 
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Getting excited waiting for affordable 
housing to finally come to Edmonton? It’s 
hard not to with all those plans and key 
messages and announcements our politi- 
cians have been making. Most of us barely 
felt the sting of another playoff-less year for 
the Oilers as we watched various levels of 
government deliver their grand ideas to get 
the poorest of our city into their own homes. 

Okay, so maybe all the affordable 
housing politicking is less than riveting when 
you don’t even have a wall to watch the paint 
peel off of. 

In the meantime, the City of 
Edmonton may be able to help you while 
away some of those houseless minutes and 
seconds. It’s called the Leisure Access 
Program. 





The program gives low-income 
Edmontonians a way to enjoy some of the 
City’s fitness centres, ice rinks, golf courses 
or pools for free or at a very discounted fee. 
Stacey Wright, City of Edmonton’s 
coordinator for the progam said, “The City 
wants to promote health and well-being for 
all Edmontonians, including those with low- 
income. That’s why we offer this service.” 

Like any other government program, this 
one has a criteria and couple of hoops to 
jump through. 

But don’t worry, getting information 
through City channels about said hoops is 
surprisingly, and pleasantly, easy. 

I called 311, the City of Edmonton’s call 
centre, and after a 30-second wait, a woman 
answered the phone and was able to answer 






my deliberately-vague questions about “some 
program the City has for people with no 
money to go swimming.” 

She told me that if you are on AISH, 
Income Support, have an Alberta Child 
Health Benefit card or Alberta Works Health 
Benefit card, to just walk in to any rec cen- 
tre, show them the related documentation, 
and you would be issued a pass right away. 

Unfortunately, if you don’t fall into 
one of the above categories, the process is 
lengthier. The operator said that I’d have to 
visit the City web page or call the program to 
get and fill out an application. I would have 
to provide tax information which proves I fall 
below the low-income cut-off line. 

To get the applications, she said I 
should either go online to 
www.edmonton.ca/LAP to download it or call 
780-496-4918 to have one mailed to me. 

After the 311 call, I did go on the 
Internet to double check the web address the 
operator gave me. It took .ne right to the 
Leisure Access Program web page where all 
the information and forms are available. 

Some individuals may not feel comfort- 
able making a phone call or may not have 
ready access to the Internet. In this case, 
there are nonprofits such as the Bissell 
Centre that will help them through the appli- 
cation process. 

If you think a splash in a pool or a 
round of golf would do you good, and you 
think you qualify, make sure you get on the 
Leisure Access Program. 

By Tim Wilson 


Walking up 95th Street an be hazardous 


June 8, I left a friend’s place at the cor- 
ner of Giovanni aboto Park and walked 
along the sidewalk through the park to 108A 
Avenue-and*95th street; then crossed to the 
West Side of 95th Street. When I started 
walking north on 95th Street I noticed a 
female with long hair dressed in blue jeans, 
runners and a long sleeved T-shirt or blouse 
a block ahead of me. I started catching up 
with her due to her walking slowly because 
she was intoxicated. As I approached to with- 
in two feet behind her, she turned back and | 
saw that she had long medium brown hair, 
and wore wire-rimmed glasses. She contin- 
ued walking. As I was passing her on her 
left, she looked at me and I looked into her 
eyes as I said, “Hello.” There was a strange 
cold look in her eyes — she was very drunk, 
and perhaps had more than just alcohol in 
her system. 

I was walking to the corner of 110 Street, 
about three feet from the intersection when I 
noticed a car drive north on 95th Street, 
going quite fast. He U-turned and parked 
close to the sidewalk curb. As I neared his 
car I held my head so he wouldn’t see that I 
was looking at him. I saw his head — it 
looked very round like he was wearing a 
stocking or hood. I walked past his vehicle 
which was too close for my comfort, and 
looked at him when I was shoulder to shoul- 
der with him, right next to the passenger 
side door. He turned his head really fast. He 
was a Caucasian male wearing a black bella- 
clava and round wire rimmed glasses. The 
picture is etched in my mind. I will never for- 
get his face. I was panic stricken with fear. I 
pulled my key ring and cell phone out of my 
purse and picked up my pace into a trot. The 
block I traveled to my home was the longest 
I’d ever traveled in my life. I couldn’t 
remember numbers to dial or to search for 
the Edmonton police number on my cell 
phone’s directory. When I got to my door, I 
thought I wouldn’t get inside. I don’t know if 
he picked up the young, drunk, Metis girl I 
_ had passed on the street. 

Forty-five minutes after I was home on 





the 3rd floor, I heard a siren. I don’t know if 
it was the police or ambulance, or if it was 
related to the hooded guy in the new silver 
car. He may have picked up the girl. I know 
he meant business — he seemed dangerous. I 
couldn’t sleep. I was panic stricken. I felt ter- 
ror. The bedside light was left on as I lay on 
my bed in distress. I did not leave my apart- 
ment that day. The fear is still controlling 
me. 

By Betty Wilk 


Editor’s note 
If you have to walk alone late at night, 

walk facing traffic so no one can sneak up on 
you from behind. For women, it may be safer 
to take a less busy street rather than the 
main drag where johns patrol — I walk up 
96th street rather than 95th street. The 
groups of homeless people and addicts are not 





likely to do anything worse than ask for ‘a 
few change’. Be prepared with some loonies 
on hand as a sort of ‘toll fee’ for safe pas- 
sage. Panhandlers can get aggressive if you 
refuse outright. 
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Children and youth can choose from many different summer camps 


Jordan Whitford fondly 
remembers the view (his 
best memory of camp) of 
Moonlight Bay as his 
favorite campout experi- 
wee ence. Calvin (Jordan's dad 
| and song leader at House of 
Refuge Mission) stated that 
Jordan must have been 
practicing his talent of pole 
standing. He's quite good. (see cover photo). 

The Bissell Centre transports adults, 
families and children to Moonlight Bay Camp 
for retreats and overnight camps, providing 
food and lodging for a small fee, for those 
who use their programs. 

Key-Way-Tin Bible Institute in Lac 

La Biche offers NorthQuest youth camp in 
the winter months. My daughter Kristy 
attended one year of Bible College at Key- 
Way-Tin. Kristy's interests include youth 
ministry and she has volunteered at 
NorthQuest, and Youth for Christ (YC) here 
in Edmonton. 

Shiloh Youth Ranch is known as 
"A Free At Risk Camp With Emphasis On 
Horsemanship" meaning qualifying youth 
wishing to experience a campout must be 
from a family of below the poverty level/in 
care/etc. Shiloh offers plenty including skate 
boarding, archery, swimming, a game field, 
and horsemanship. Camps run from July 
6th through August 22nd. Vern Johnston, 
board member and one of four facilitators in 
the operation of the ranch, said the ranch is 
church supported through fundraising con- 
certs. Since youth attend camp free through 
sponsorship, any help would be greatly 
appreciated. Areas of need include horses, 
cash, clothing, bedding (at risk youth often 
don't have their own camp gear). In May the 
Strathcona wild fires ravaged the girls' wagon 
cabin (40 beds), staff quarters (8 beds), RVs 
storage and an Atco building. Knotty Pine 
Company, is providing four staff member 
cabins and four girls’ cabins, that will be 
ready for next year, along with out-fitter cab- 
ins to house girls and staff for camp this 
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year. 

300 youth crowded into camp 
Nakamun facilities for this year's Native 
Youth Conference. Millie Jackson (chairper- 
son) has seen growth with youth coming 
from BC to Manitoba. Kenny (Milly's hus- 
band) said, “We aim to reach outside the 
comfort zone with workshop topics like: 
‘From Rags to Riches’; 'Gang Issues'; ‘No 
Wimps Allowed’; 'Bullying’, 'R.I.P'; ‘Loss and 





Jordan 


Grief, ‘It's All About Me’; 'Self Esteem’, 
“Saved'?’ and 'False Assurance’. He also said to 
check out their new web sight www.nativey- 
outhconference.ca. 

Kim Kakakaway, co-chair, knows first 
hand how much planning goes into a once-a- 
year conference (held June 16th). She saw 
youth have fun in a talent show. Howard 
Jolly from Rising Above was the main speak- 
er and a rap group and Jezreel featured con- 
temporary Christian music, along with the 
drama group Divine Signature from 
Manitoba. The indoor gym is great for three 
on three, ball games like basketball, floor 
hockey, and volleyball, there is an indoor 


The Stranger Who Snored 


Canada welcomes people from every cor- 
ner of the world. Each year several thousand 
new people come to Edmonton from over 100 
countries of origin. We are reminded of this 
when the gigantic Heritage Festival happens 
at Hawrelek Park each August, but this rich 
cultural diversity can be a value in our lives 
much more than just through a visit to that 
event. 

Often when people come to Canada 
from other places there is a common idea 
that the best way to learn English is to 
become immersed, to make no use of the 
language being used before coming. But 
there is lots of research now to support the 
very different view that the best way for chil- 
dren to do well in learning English, and then 
being able to succeed in school, is if they are 
also supported and encouraged to keep flu- 
ency in their first language. 

For several years Mennonite Centre for 
Newcomers (MCN) has been selecting folk 
tales from different cultures and having them 
translated by volunteers, each into more 
than 30 different languages. These record- 
ings are then provided to families on CD so 
they can use them to let children practice 
speaking and reading the language of their 
parents. The recordings also have English 
and French versions of each story so the 
whole family can improve fluency in 
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Canada's official languages. 

Now MCN has published a book that 
takes one of the stories, The Stranger Who 
Snored, and tells the story in the context of 
different cultures, but with all of them in 
English. The story was originally from Sierra 
Leone and tells what happens when newcom- 
ers with a habit unfamiliar to the residents 
of a village arrive, and how everyone learns 
to appreciate new ways of life as they get to 
know each other better. MCN invited 
Edmontonians from many different parts of 
the world to re-tell the story as if it happened 
in a village in their country-- places like 
Japan, India, Chile, Sudan, Romania and 
China. The book also contains the original 
story as told in Sierra Leone and a version 
that locates the story in Canada. 

The result is a fascinating peek at 
both the multitude of differences in the little 
features of daily life around the world and a 
powerful experience of the important things 
all human beings have in common with each 
other. Each story is brief, just right to read 
with a child before bedtime. The story itself 
invites discussion and fun-- when the story 
was performed in a concert at Winspear 
Centre in 2008 the audience was amused by 
the sounds of snoring in many different lan- 
guages. And a final section of the book offers 
hints about how to create your own further 
intercultural folk tale explorations. 

Renee Englot, a popular Edmonton 
story teller, worked with the people in creat- 
ing the versions of each story (besides writing 
the version set in Canada herself) and the 
result is stories made for oral use, fun to 
read and fun to listen to. The book is illus- 
trated with strong pictures by Roger Garcia, 
an Edmonton artist from El Salvador. Each 
story provides some factual background 
about the country where the story is set. 

The book is part of MCN's larger work 
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swimming pool and the zip line is always a 
hit. The facilities at Camp Nakamun are 
resort-like in their feel. I know this first hand 
- from attending their ladies' retreats 

Ross Haven Bible Camp was founded 
in 1964. In those early days children could 
not attend camp without having memorized 
500 versus from the Bible. Presently camp 
follows this up with Bible studies that if 
completed become a subsidy for next year’s 
camp and some earn their way to camp with 
volunteer work. Some of the activities are five 
go-carts, a pontoon, a trampoline (a personal 
favorite), and field games. The dining hall 
has been redone. Greg King at Ross Haven 
Bible Camp said that Ian Juby from Chalk 
River is a dynamic teacher on creation sci- 
ence. Greg recalls last year's teaching from 
Ian: "13 rock solid reasons the earth is not 
one million years old, never mind millions of 
years old". Ian will be with teen camp for two 
weeks this summer. 

Joe Jespersen said that Bible camps 
have been a big part of children’s lives to 
make a decision for Christ. Many are willing 
to sponsor a child to attend summer camp if 
children are willing to go. Joe and his wife, 
Carolyn, have personally sponsored my chil- 
dren to attend camp in years past. 

There are numerous camps and con- 
ferences in and around Alberta. (Google the 
names for more info as well) Here are a few: 

Birch Bay Ranch 780 922 2883 
Camp Meywasin 780 489 8413 
Camp Wohelo 780 430 4062 
Family and Music Camp 780 962 1620 
NorthQuest 780 623 4565 
Meadowlodge Bible Camp 780 922 4242 
Native Youth Conference 403 481 2745 
Shiloh Youth Ranch 780 485 0005 
Strathcona Wilderness Centre 780 922 
3939 
Teen Time 780 466 8530 
Van-Es Camp & Conference Centre 780 
922 2457 
By Sharol Penner 
Photo by Sharol Penner 


using the arts to support immigrants becom- 
ing more fully part of life in Edmonton. This 
also includes the recent opening of Global 
Gallery, an art gallery on 97th Street at 102 
Avenue, where Garcia currently has a show 
of his work on display; the large mural that 
fills the north wall of MCN's building at 82 
Street and 117 Avenue; and Global Voices 
choir. The book can be ordered at 
www.emcen.ab.ca ($15), or purchased at 
11713-82 Street during weekday office 
hours. Audio versions of all five folk tales in 
all the different languages can be down- 
loaded free at www.emcn.ab.ca as well. 

If The Stranger Who Snored ignites an 
interest in Edmonton's human diversity, a 
great next step would be to get a copy of The 
Story That Brought Me Here, edited by Linda 
Goyette, in which people from many parts of 
the world share their own experiences and 
provide moving insights into the experiences 
of our new neighbours from around the 
world. One of the writers in this collection, 
Theresa Saffa, is also the person who gave 
MCN the tale that is the basis of The 
Stranger Who Snored, reminding of what a 
small world is our large world when we come 
together as members of a community. 


Karen Leibovici 


Councillor, Ward 1 
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1 Sir Winston Churchill Sq., 
Edmonton, AB T5J 2R7 
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CHAPTER 10 
Child Of The 60’s 

It was the loss of the age of innocence 
to the age of discovery, the age that would 
send the whole world rockin’. Elvis was lovin’ 
us tender, the Beatles were holding our 
hands and Roy Orbison was telling us we 
were pretty women. 

The whole world was alive and electric 
as it constrained against the restraints of for- 
mal society. The air vibrated with passion 
and color as we all stood breathlessly on the 
edge of transformation. Every established 
institution of our society was up for scrutiny 
and change. Excitement ran like wildfire 
through our young blood, setting us on fire. 
We were the now generation full of questions 
and challenges aimed at the establishment. 

Drugs and sex in every conceivable form 
infiltrated a segment of the younger genera- 
tion while the frustrated older generation 
stood back and shook their heads in dismay. 
What was this world coming too? 

Cars were as hot and untamed as the 
music - Thunderbirds, Chargers, 
Roadrunners, and that favorite status car of 
the sixties, the Mustang. Every girl's dream 
was to drive down Main Street in a candy 
apple red convertible Mustang, while “Wild 
Thing” blasted in the speakers, her untamed 
hair flying free and unencumbered in the 
wind. 

It became cool to hang out with no par- 
ticular place to go, no agenda; no plans; just 
let happen whatever was going to happen. 
Every evening and every night became an 
opportunity, a phenomenon of new adven- 
ture. 

At fourteen years of age I was painfully 
shy and unsure of myself. One thing I did 
know, however, was anything else out there 
was better than home. Life was happening 
out there and I had an inexplicable urge to 
be a part of it, so leaving my mother with a 
false sense of security about my nine o’clock 
curfew, off I went to discover my world, 
which consisted of hanging out at the 
right places with the right older people and 
trying to look cool. Although I really wasn't 
all that sure just exactly what cool meant, if I 
just hung out and kept quiet maybe no one 
would notice. Fortunately there was a small 
restaurant not far from my home where 
everyone gathered. After supper I would go 
there and timidly hang around hoping to 
make new friends. I did not talk or mix well 
because at that time I had not yet found my 
voice. It scared the life out of me to be 


Chapter 11 - The bottom line 

On the first day of school, the two girls 
started the two-mile walk, the younger one 
carrying a large black lunch box that held 
lunches for both. She was a small, thin six- 
year-old, her hair in two long braids down 
her back, wearing a skirt, blouse and 
sweater with stockings and brown oxfords 
that felt uncomfortable on her feet after a 
summer of barefoot freedom. The sisters 
were supposed to take turns carrying the 
lunchbox, and as they reached the half mile 
exchange point, the younger one dutifully 
handed the lunch box to her older sister, 
then kept on walking, relieved at being freed 
of her heavy burden. She had walked some 
distance before she noticed that her sister no 
longer had the lunch box. Looking back in 
horror, she saw it sitting on the dusty road 
at the place where she had handed it over. 
Her older sister made no move to retrieve it, 
so, crying, the younger sister ran back, 
picked up the burden, and struggled onward 
‘in the retreating wake of her sibling. 

Did I love Gay? All I can say is that 
maybe I never really understood love apart 
from duty. I was always the bottom line — the 
one who was there to do what no one else was 
willing or able to do. I took care of those I 
loved — my younger sister, and the pets on 


Mama’s Chickens 


around so many people, who seemed to be so 
at ease with themselves, but, night after 
night, I was drawn back to this world. 
Secretly I hoped I would learn how to mellow 
out, relax and fit in, 

One night was different from the rest. 
It was the night that probably did more to 
change the way I saw myself than any other 
night. It was the night I started to conceive of 
the feeling of being wanted, whether or not 
for the right reasons. Suddenly I felt a part of 
something that was bigger and better than 
my family 

Lower Sackville was a small village, 
the kind where everyone goes to the same 
schools and the same church where every- 
body knows one another and all their busi- 
ness. Two miles away was the big bad town 
of Bedford, a lot more developed than 
Sackville and somewhat more cosmopolitan 
in the fact that it had a bowling alley and all. 
You would have thought this small distance 
would not make a difference, but it did. 
Bedford boys did not like Sackville boys, and 
Sackville boys hated Bedford boys. It was a 
macho territorial thing, I think. To make 
matters worse, Sackville girls liked Bedford 
boys, who seemed more sophisticated than 
the ones we had grown up with and known 
forever. This defiantly added fuel to the fire 
of the rivalry between the guys. 

One night while perched in my usual 
spot, up pulled a car full of Bedford boys. 
This in itself was nothing unusual - every- 
one just cruised around until the gas gave 
out or you landed somewhere you wanted to 
be. Driving this particular car was an older, 
popular boy, who did not even notice how 
out of place and timid I was. He only saw 
long blonde hair, round blue eyes, and a fig- 
ure far more developed than Mother Nature 
should allow on a fourteen- year-old girl. He 
spoke to me, and I answered with downcast 
eyes and thought no more of this incident, 
however, he went back to Bedford and told 
everyone that he had met a beautiful young 
girl and that he was going to date her. 

Without warning, that night the door to 
my life was kicked opened rudely into a 
world of popularity more than my wildest 
dreams could ever imagine Suddenly, like 
instant mashed potatoes, it was all there for 
me, the spontaneous combustion of fame 
and fortune in my small country environ- 
ment. I had arrived! 


Man of Christ Abased 


the farm, and I did what I had to do to buy 
freedom — if I did everything Annette or my 
father asked me to do, maybe I would be 
allowed to live. After leaving home, I had 
been free for a few years before my father’s 
death, but than been drawn back into the 
caretaker role, taking on the care of my 
mother. When Gay displayed himself to 

be a weak and dependent character, I took 
care of him, too, supporting him financially, 
doing whatever was asked in the vain hope 
that if only he could be happy he would let 
me live. And he was so needy all of the time. 
He was my husband, and it was my duty, 
but I desperately wanted him to get off my 
feet and to stand on his own. 

I became a woman with an iron core. I 
could do anything, withstand anything, and, 
I believed, still be OK. My strength came 
from a deep inner well of creativity — the real- 
ly me part of my being, the artist, the writer, 
the totally creative individual. That was 
untouchable, could not be extinguished, and 
emerged in bits and pieces throughout my 
life with Gay whenever he was away for a 
time. Gay bitterly resented the things I could 
do that were unique to me because I was his 
possession and he needed to be the one who 
took credit for everything. He tried to claim 
those talents for himself, to prove he was a 
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PROUD TO BE CANADIAN - NOT ONLY ON CANADA DAY 


As the Member of Parliament for Edmonton East it has 
been my privilege to represent Edmonton East and Can- 
ada on the community and international stage. Whether it 
has been serving as an election monitor in Georgia, 
Ukraine, Haiti or Guyana, representing Canada at interna- 
tional conferences in Ukraine, Kazakhstan, or Greenland, 
or travelling with Canadian veterans returning to battlefield 
memories in Europe and Asia, | have always had a sense 
of what it means to be Canadian and projected this inter- 
nationally. 


It was that sense that led me to Parliament in the first 
place. As a businessman | had only a passing interest in 
politics, however being in Quebec City for the October 
1995 referendum that almost saw Quebec vote to leave 
Canada changed all that. What | saw disturbed me and 
caused me to dedicate my future to working for Canada 
and Canadian unity. 


Following the Quebec Referendum | organized the West- 
ern Canada Branch of the Special Committee For Cana- 
dian Unity, starting on a journey that would see me getting 
involved in party politics, then as a politician taking the 
unity message to Quebec and standing up against the 
separatists on behalf of Canada. 


Throughout my time in public office | have emphasized 
how privileged Canadians are to have the country we do 
and we shouldn't take our freedoms and democratic insti- 
tutions for granted. | have been present in Edmonton as 
new citizens are sworn in as Canadians, and seen the joy 
as people from all over the world adopt Canada as their 
new home and say “! want to be a Canadian.” Those new- 
comers to this country understand the value of Canadian 
citizenship. 


For me Canada Day is something to be celebrated every 
day, not just on July 1s‘. What do you think? 


780-495-3261 


www.petergoldring.ca 





better poet and a better artist than I was, 
even reciting long, totally boring poetry for 
me to transcribe because he couldn’t spell. 

“I’m more artistic than you,” he claimed, 
although he never drew or painted anything, 
then he laid claim to any painting of mine 
that took his fancy. 

There was no one who cared for me just 
because I was me except my sister Sharon — 
she alone loved me with an unconditional, 
undemanding love, for no other reason than 
that I was her sister. She demanded nothing 
of me, gave generously, and never judged me 
for my mistakes. With everyone else in my 
life, love was conditional, something bought 
with the price of myself. 

Gay’s facade continued to crumble, as his 
true character emerged. Feeling sorry for 
himself being at home while I worked, he 
starting talking about suicide, with no real 
intent, but rather as a ploy to gain more 
attention. “I was going to put my head in the 
oven today,” he would say when I walked in 
the door after school. I didn’t say it, but I 
secretly hoped he would. My vows said, 
“Until death do us part...” 

He bought a car, and another of his lies 
was exposed. Because I was not allowed to 
drive that car, I still took the long bus rides 
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to school while it parked unused until Gay 
got first a learner's permit, then a driver's 
license. His lack of a valid driver's license 
explained his poor driving skills and why we 
had not been compensated by insurance 
when that car rear-ended ours in 
Yellowknife. Gay didn’t want to be charged 
with driving without a license. By then, noth- 
ing I found out about Gay could surprise me. 

Getting a license took months. He had to 
take his written test three times, and his 
road test twice, but with a lot of coaching he 
finally passed. 

The only time I drove that car was when 
he checked himself into the mental hospital, 
and then it was because I had to use the car 
to visit. While he was at home, he said he 
needed the car in case he had to go some- 
where while I was at work although as far as 
I knew, the only places he went were to buy 
cigarettes and to the liquor store. He still 
spent hours in bed smoking and drinking 
and rubbing himself in his women’s clothing, 
sometimes dressed in my lingerie, with pages 
of pornographic pictures lying on the floor 
around him. With his lipsticked mouth a 
bright red blob beneath his black mustache, 
he kissed his favourite photos of lesbians 
making out, leaving red lipstick smears in 
strategic places. I found those pictures lying 
on the floor or tucked under a corner of the 
mattress. 

Even from the mental hospital, his 
demands continued unceasing. He wanted 
me to visit every day from the time I left 
school until the visitors were asked to leave 
at ten p.m., and he was allowed to come 
home on weekends, so there was no reprieve 
even then. During visits, he wanted me all to 
himself, boring me with his inane conversa- 
tions and taking me into his bathroom for 
trysts. While I was at home and at school, he 
phoned from the hospital constantly, even 
calling the school before classes in the morn- 
ing and at noon, and even during class times 
each time acting as though it were a pressing 
emergency, intruding on my work. 

By that time, I was exhausted all of the 
time, with such a total mind numbing weari- 
ness that I started visiting Gay only every 
second day. Years later he still reproached 
me for “abandoning him” while he was in the 
hospital, going on and on about how lonely 
he was. 

Finally, I took time out to go to the doc- 
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tor’s before visiting Gay — it was Gay’s doctor, 
the same doctor we had seen for our blood 
tests before we were married and he con- 
firmed that I was pregnant. The doctor 
noticed the still crimson scars that zigzagged 
my chest and asked how I got them. 

I hesitated, Gay’s voice in my head, 
“Promise you won't tell anyone. Promise you 
won't tell anyone, priomise... promise.” 

“I was in an accident,” I said. That wasn’t 
a lie, not really, because my whole life since 
marrying Gay was like one long accident. “I 
was burned with hot metal.” That part at 
least was true. 

The doctor persisted, “How did it hap- 
pen?” 

I squirmed inwardly, then said, “I can’t 
talk about it.” 

“Were you planning on breast feeding?” 
the doctor was all business. 

“Yes,” I hadn’t really thought about it at 
all until then, but it seemed like a good idea. 

“There is quite a bit of scarring, but you 
should be able to nurse,” he said. 

Later that evening when I told Gay the 
news about the baby, he was enthusiastic, 
insisting on telling everyone within earshot 
that he was going to be a father. To him it 
was proof of his manhood, and he was sure 
it would be a son to bear his name. 

He had twelve shock treatments while in 
hospital, then was released. Aside from some 
short-term memory loss, I noticed no differ- 
ence in his behaviour. We moved again at 
the end of the school term, this time into a 
two-bedroom main floor suite in a house. It 
was quite a bit more expensive than our 
apartment, but Gay said we needed to have a 
bedroom for the baby. 

The last week of school, along with my 
final paycheck, I received a letter telling me 
my contract with the Edmonton Public 
School Board was terminated - I was fired. 
The reason given was that I had missed too 
many days of school — all those days when I 
was not allowed to leave the house because 
of brusies - but I believe those tractlike Christ- 
mas cards and all of those telephone calls 
to the school were also factors. 

I accepted the letter with the numb flatness 
with which I faced everything — feelings had 
become far too dangerous. 

There were two weddings that fall. My 
sister Sharon had a beautiful traditional 
wedding in the village church, surrounded by 
family and friends. She wore a floor length 
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Sleep 


Dancing through this myriad life 

Words spoken exquisitely, but without mean- 
ing. 

Touch the flame that burns in my soul, 
which enflames my passions 

A life of lies. 

Laugh at this existence, this thing that is not 
me 

Truth, so elusive a thing, too hard to find in 
this world 

Always a shimmering mirage that vanishes 
when I touch it, 

Just as life is, where the dream is truth, and 
reality a lie 

Perhaps then, the truth is all lies, and the lie 
is truths: 

Dance within the flames then, and feed upon 
the lie which is truth 

Live in the dream of death, and sleep 
through the waking time of life. 


Stay 


River of blood flows from my veins 

jerked to my knee's, the puppet falls tangled- 
the puppet falls mangled 

a heap on the floor... 

Murmurs encircle me, the chanting contin- 
ues 

power swells as the soul burns away 

the soul tears away 

Pieces lie broken on the floor... 

Come my dark lover on moonbeams and lust 


Stay with DS £55 ie “i 
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Darkness 


Drowning in a shroud of darkness. 
Consuming my soul, clouding my vision, 
Wrenching the life out of me 

Quelling the light. 

Darkness looms over me, 

Palpable, Living, 

crushing my will. 

Strive in vain to see the light, 

but always YOU are there 

to blind me once more 

smother me in your darkness. 

My soul dies. 

I see your eyes flashing in the night. 
Your mouth twists in a leer, 

Your voice whispers in my ear, 

I cannot fight you anymore 

tears never to be shed glimmer in my wes 
My world is shattered, 

and I am yours once more. 


I am no more, 

You are here, I am you 

Filled with you, 

Consumed by you, 

Enwrapped in your glory. 

Nothing without you 

buta wisp of wind. 

Oh, prince of the air I beseech you 

On bended knee I beg you | 

Stay with me always. my loves Be soul 
Stay with me... iat baci 
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white wedding gown and veil, and carried a 
bouquet of red roses. I was matron of honour 
although I was seven months pregnant. With 
no money to buy a dress, I wore the peach colored 
dress with an empire waist that Sharon had worn 
when she was bridesmaid for one of her friends. 
We altered the sleeves to to make the dress 
consistent with the long-sleeved, bronze colored 
dresses worn by my sister Annette and my 
sister-in-law, Marlene. 

A month later, Edith Hagledge borrowed 
Sharon’s wedding dress for her own marriage 
to an old alcoholic 25 years her senior. To hear 
Martha and Edith Hagledge boast about him., he 
was one of the most gifted musicians in the city 
spiritually advanced and perfect like them. 


In my back yard 


I know they are out there, always seek- 
ing, always searching for something, any- 
thing to fuel their addictions. Like the vam- 
pire creatures in I Am Legend, they prowl 
around at night, ever watching for a gate or 
garage door left unlocked, a bicycle or lawn 
ornament left outside, or a place they can 
crawl into or break into to sleep for a few 
hours, stealthily sneaking away before dawn. 
Just last night my daughter forgot to lock 
the gate, and two wooden ducks were stolen 
from the back steps. In the daytime, I see 
them lying in the alleys, sometimes half cov- 
ered with dirty blankets, alone or in groups, 
flies crawling on exposed limbs and into 
slack mouths. Some stumble down the 
streets, or stand panhandling on the side- 
walks, putting on the false mask of polite- 
ness, a learned mannerism geared at getting 
their needs met, smiling, saying “Good Day!” 
asking for a “few change”. This mask can 
drop very quickly when their requests are 
refused. Some hold signs asking for money 
“For Food”, or “For Rent”, knowing these lies 
make their demands more palatable, when e 
the money is really used for drugs and alco- 
hol. 

I live in the inner city and I don't want 
to move, so I put up a six foot fence because 
I don’t want them in my back yard. NIMBY? 


By Linda Dumont 


Piles of Legal Files 
By Dan Scaber 


Piles of legal files 

Makes you cough up bile 
Makes you run the extra mile 
As the lawyers sit and smile 
As the judge wracks his brain 
And the shrinks go insane 
The devil makes his gain 
Tears fall like rain 


200 mil., lets take a pill 

What would you do? 

Be a suit or be a screw? 

As the police sit at my gate 

As I make them wait and wait 
Go get a warrant 

The anger becomes like a torrent 


They say you can do it 

Give a new man a whirl 

As the kids learn to hate 

As she hunts for a new mate 
Piles of legal files 

Makes you cough up bile 
Makes you run the extra mile 
As the lawyers sit and smile. 





